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	1. Chapter 1

Once you've met your soul-mate, you never look back. This story is dedicated to my soul-mates. I'm forever changed, and forever grateful.

Disclaimer: I don't own Zelda. Zelda clearly owns me :P

* * *

><p><strong>Prelude<strong>

If Peace had a sound, this was it: surrounding him, filling his mind, fading and returning like a breath. The danger was gone, but so was the memory. Blinding light against his eyelids. Was he dead? No, for he felt pain, real and perfect slicing through his being. But where was he, and how could a sound this perfect exist in life?

The breath of sound nudged at his mind until memory began to return. Of course… the ocean. Waves, pounding, crashing… endless.

A shadow blocked the light from his eyes, and he chanced opening them. The image was blurred, outlined by a bright crown of sunlight. Long hair flowed down, almost touching his face.

"Zelda…"

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter One<strong>

The days at first were little more than cascades of light, a dance of sun and clouds, rays of light sifting and changing through the window by Link's bed. Fever bloomed and breathed through him, a parasite- but the world outside was calm. Time regained clarity as his memory returned: Lightning had splintered his galleon and left it to sink, burning, into the waters. A thousand fearsome tides drove him farther and farther away from his beloved Hyrule, with no promise of land or life.

He hoped he was in Hyrule but had a deep feeling he wasn't. A girl had found him: not Zelda, he was now certain. He heard her speak to him one day as she laid a cool, damp cloth against his forehead. He must have said something first, for she said,

"I'm sorry- we've found no one else."

Link struggled through the fog to respond. His own voice sounded far away.

"How long have I been here?"

"A week, as the moon rises. You're on the mend."

As is sometimes the way with fever, a deep sense of peace overwhelmed him. Though he would not feel it again for a long time, he sensed that he was meant to be here. Sweet smells of unfamiliar flowers and the songs of strange birds wafted through the window, and his world, though confined to that small room, felt large. The girl studied him, and he spoke to her again.

"Where am I?"

She pressed a mug gently to his lips. He drank-it burned his throat- and she said, "Koholint, the Island of the Windfish. You are fortunate to have survived the storm. We saw it on our western horizon for three days. You must have curried favor with the gods, elsewhere in your travels." Her voice was soft but there was something dark in how she said it. She took the mug away. Link looked at her truly for the first time, taking in her features. In her eyes he could read nothing.

"What are you called?"

A smile touched her lips. "I'll return. Sleep, and dream." No sooner had the burning drought reached his chest, he fell into a deep sleep.

And he was back in the dungeon, and the rot from the bodies filled his senses once again- he knew he was dreaming, but he would never get away from that smell. Perfect dark, perfect silence, until he turned the corner. Moonlight shone through the barred window of the one cell with a living prisoner. A crumpled heap in the corner, dress ruined in dirt and filth. A creature- was it destroyed? Could it live again? It opened its eyes- wide grey eyes, huge and sunken. It was a girl, not older than he. _She might live-_ the thought burrowed within him. That thought gave him the strength to kill Ganon.

Another dream, brighter, golden. Now he had spent years watching her face- _was it destroyed? Could it live again?-_ and, gods, in this moment, she was radiant. Fragrant autumn leaves covered the ground. The abandoned orchard, their favorite place to rest and let the horses roam. Alone as anyone could be, with a princess. Out of view of the handmaidens and guards. What they did here varied from dream to dream. How many times had she kissed him, here, and he felt the heat of her mouth? Never in waking life, though, and no number of kisses could change what happened next.

This time, though- this dream, no kiss- She laughed and it echoed strangely into the clouds. "Let us read the bones, Link," and she drew out her leather pouch, spilled the contents between them with a fierce mischief in her eyes. A bird's bones, and the skull rose at once to his face and kissed his eyes, and they bled, and bled…

"Shhh, shhhh… wake up, wake up!" An urgent whisper, and the girl was shaking him awake. "What are you called? Tell me- I'll protect you." He was shaking uncontrollably, unable to answer. She spoke again. "I'm Marin, daughter of Tarin. Tell me your name. Speak. Find your strength again with words. You are alive- you are safe!"

"Link…" He forced out. What had he said, in his dreaming? "Link- I'm called Link. Of Hyrule."

"Your dreams have power here." After she spoke, quiet loomed. "I'll protect you," She repeated softly.

It was Marin's idea to write a letter. Send word that he was safe. "Promise you'll return, and it will come true. Now- who do you miss?"

"I don't understand…"

But she left him quill and ink and a small fold of paper. He willed his hand to stop trembling and penned a few sentences. When she returned, a beautiful gray-blue messenger-bird was perched on her arm. She wore a falconer's glove, the bird was so large.

"Do you have anything that belongs to her? A belonging will bind the bird to her and he will always be able to find her."

Link's head swam. This was happening too fast. The girl Marin spoke in terms of eternity. He didn't want to send a letter, he wanted to _be_ on the next boat, well or no. Did she expect him to die? What kind of magic was this?

He remembered the galleon, and suddenly realized all of his belongings had been were now on the bottom of the ocean. His sword, his shield… all her letters from the past year…

"Anything, Link. A belonging of hers. That ring on your finger, perhaps?"

He looked at his hand. A gift from the king, with three triangle jewels, in the shape of the Triforce. But she had presented it to him- it had passed through her hands. She had placed it on his finger. That wry secret smile with which she had done it made his heart pound even now, remembering it. He pulled the ring from his finger. It was his best shot. Marin twined it to the bird's leg.

There was still so much he didn't understand- but in exhaustion, he yielded to sleep.

And, sleeping, he dreamed once more of Zelda.


	2. Chapter 2

**The House of the Ancient Man**

* * *

><p>It was once a castle in its own right, though small and hidden now by forest. A house, really: but great once, in its time. The king of that age was a great hunter and built this lodge as a retreat from his jealous wife. Folk used to say he came here to hunt the moon goddess, who took the form of a hind every full moon, and if only the king could strike an arrow through the heart of the deer, he would win the moon goddess as his queen. Some magic, perhaps moon magic, had surely fallen here, though not the kind he dreamed of. That was many generations ago.<p>

Approaching the house, Zelda remembered how, the first time she came here, she could hear the confused humming of the Ancient Man. Now, all was silent, and her heart flipped around in her chest. Not easily could she give her handmaidens and guards the slip. She'd been trying for weeks. Hours and hours, still, before dawn. In the forest, in the dark, she had found the house. People stayed away, because it was haunted. Even the most hardened of thieves and monsters could not take up residence there for long. The Ancient Man reigned there.

He wasn't a ghost, let the scared villagers believe what they wished. But Zelda was no more sure of what he was than they. Impa knew, and would not tell, and bid Zelda hush, whenever she tried to ask.

Zelda entered the house, hand on the hilt of her knife. All was utterly still. The house itself was empty, gutted over centuries.

In the attic, was the man. He sat in the corner, a dusty, living corpse. He was quiet, perfectly still. Not breathing. A dead man, but not dead. Re-dead, but more.

"Ancient Man," Zelda whispered, hoping he would choose to rouse himself for her.

A moment or two passed, then he opened one eye. A spider crawled down his cheek.

The stench filled the attic and Zelda had to fight not to vomit. But now that she was here- her question thundered within her.

"One Question, for the spell- just one-"

_Give me hope, please, that's all I'm asking._

The Ancient Man rolled his eye over her with what almost could be amusement_._

"Do you need the remains?"

He opened his mouth. Dust wafted out, a mockery of breath. He tilted his head in a way that the living cannot, and smiled cracked lips, cracked cheeks. He jerked forward for a moment- Zelda nearly jumped out of her skin. But he made no move toward her, just slumped back and started a long, tired moan.

There were rules about death, she knew. In most cases it was permanent. Nothing could ever bring back most of the dead- not to their full form, their full beauty and life. But she knew it had been done, could be done, and the Ancient Man was the closest to that she had ever seen.

But what she knew of the circumstances: a victim of murder had a much easier time of returning. It was easier to take back something stolen from you than what you were due to give. And the young had a much easier time of it than the old, who were more tired of life.

She pitied the ancient man, whoever he was. He had been old, and it had been his time. Why had he insisted on living? And who had resurrected him, knowing it was his time? Who was so desperate…

Zelda understood desperation. But her situation had always been different. Her mother died at twenty years old. She would be thirty-eight, today, had she lived. And her bones could be found, Zelda could feel it- they had to be near. She could not have gotten far, that night.

But now this…

_Link…_

His ship was due to return over a month ago. She had finally admitted it to herself last night: he was dead. She had sent for word from New Kasuto, where his ship was supposed to dock. A message came back: the villagers had seen a storm on the eastern horizon for three days and three nights, the week he was supposed to arrive.

A cold clutched around Zelda like claws.

"Please," She asked the dead man again in a choked whisper. "I need to bring him back."

The Ancient man looked at her with bright whitewashed eyes, almost glowing as he smiled.

"The ashes, or the bones. The ashes, or the bones. Dyn formed us from the clay of the earth, not the spirits of the air. The ashes, or the bones, _my_ _daughter of despair."_

His laughter- a horrible sound- now filled the room, and she flinched away. The sound of it followed her down the stairs, and she ran and ran, out into the dark woods.

In a meadow, not far from the castle walls, Zelda finally collapsed, and now lay pressed against the cold, moist earth. The indigo hue of the sky was growing lighter: the sun would soon rise. The princess lay there, watching the stars slowly fade. Her eyes fixed on one star, glowing faintly amid wisps of clouds. She stared at it, let it contain her whole world. Nothing existed beyond that one star. There could not exist a world without Link.

Time had no meaning now. The indigo did not fade. The clouds did not move. She couldn't breathe, if she thought of the meaning of this. She could not live anymore.

So she focused on the star: lovely, flickering, dancing in the dark morning- a strange, sweet spark of beauty in a land that held nothing for her anymore. Lovely, yes. A promise that things could still be innocent and beautiful. That the world will continue to exist, even though Zelda no longer seemed to.

She thought she knew what it felt like to be nothing. She had been treated that way in the dungeon- years ago, before she even knew how to hope. And she had lost eight months of her life to the deep, dreamless spell-sleep. She had been as good as dead, she had ceased to exist. But this…

Zelda watched the star dance, and felt nothing. It glowed brighter and brighter, as stars tend to, before they finally disappear in the morning light. But this one was different. Finally, Zelda noticed. Awareness slowly returned to her, as though she were waking from a dream. The star _was_ dancing, in a way that stars shouldn't. In fact, it looked like it was approaching. And then, like a faerie, a bird bent its wings for a landing. Not thinking, Zelda held out her arm. A large bird landed gently there, and let out a soft croon. Its talons dug into her arm, tearing up the sleeve of her dress. It tilted its head to look down at the princess, black eyes expectant. She sat up slowly, brought up two fingers to stroke its crest- it stretched its neck with pleasure.

The pigeon had something attached to its leg. A ring- that could only belong to one person- She drew in a sharp breath- she didn't dare believe…

The jewels of the ring must have been what glowed like a star, even from such a far distance off. Up close, it sparkled like a normal jewel. What strange magic could do this…

She saw what was tied next to it. Her fingers trembled to touch it. Gently, she unfurled the small scroll. Dawn was light enough now, that she could see the letters.

She recognized the handwriting, and wept to read it.

* * *

><p>Midmorning sun beamed into her room as Zelda woke, handmaidens bustling in and out of her room, whispered gossip as they passed: no doubt of her runaway. She hadn't been able to slip back into the castle unnoticed- Impa and the guards were searching for her- but Impa's rebuke lost much of its sternness when Zelda revealed the strange blue bird, and more importantly, the message it delivered.<p>

_Princess,_

_ Safe on the island Koholint. Galleon caught in storm. Awaiting passage on next trading ship. Will come home as soon as I can. Pray Faerore will fill our sails with bright winds. I remain yours- Link. _

Zelda was allowed to collapse on her bed and now, waking up, the winds swirling through her tower chambers felt bright indeed. She pulled back the covers and went to the window, pushed the casement full open. The sky was crisp blue and her kingdom sprawled before her in rich summer's-end verdure. It was almost enough to make Zelda forget the House in the dark woods, and the Ancient Man's terrible words.

Zelda turned away from the window and bid her handmaidens leave her alone. Her gaze traveled around the room until, inevitably, it rested on her desk in the alcove, and the books piled there. Wind gusted in, billowing in the curtains, flipping the heavy pages of one open book. Drawn to it, Zelda approached the desk. She'd been careless lately, leaving them out, even if none of the handmaidens could read, much less Old Hyrulean. Impa knew what they were, muttered her disapproval whenever she saw them- but she would never tell the king.

Grimoires- old magic. Dark magic. Pieces of the secret of resurrection- among other forbidden spells. Link would be angry, if he knew. But this past month, they had been her only solace.

Zelda took a deep breath, reached out, and shut the book. One at a time, she tied the leather straps around each, and returned them to their hiding spot, the bottom of a chest she kept locked. The wind picked up again, toppling over a candlestick- the wind seemed to hum, as it wended its way between the upper towers. Zelda stepped out to the balcony, let the wind lift her hair, pound against her chest. _Cleanse me of this darkness, Naeyru_- she prayed silently.

But she knew, deep in her heart, she was a daughter of Dyn.


End file.
